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Geddy knows he shouldn't have written a vocal line this high-he's never going to be able to hit it live, 
especially with it being the chorus. Laying down the track is frustrating at best and Stephen in the control 
booth is getting increasingly annoyed. He bolts for the bathroom at the first available opportunity, getting his 
piss out in record time, and then slinks around the studio looking for Alex. 


"You need to come back here, Geddy, we need to get this finished," Rupert calls, but Geddy ignores him and 


keeps moving. 


Eventually he spots him, sitting in the lounge, doodling on Neil's book of crosswords. Neil is sitting petulantly 
beside him and drumming on an abandoned amp. "Hey!" Alex says. "Why are you so grumpy?” 


"| need a favor," Geddy says, avoiding looking anyone in the eyes. 


lm not buying you drugs," Alex says. "That's the rule, we all buy our own drugs." 


| don't need drugs. This is-| need help with tracking something." 


Neil raises an eyebrow at that, but doesn't stop drumming. 


"Okay," Alex says. "You know we always turn my vocals down, right?" 


"| don't need you to record anything, | just need help in the booth," Geddy says, almost pleading at this point. 


"Will you just come with me?" 


Neil raises his other eyebrow. 


‘Sorry. Alex, will you accompany me to the booth, please, and help me out with something. Please." 


Alex gets up, and drops the crossword book into Neil's lap. "Fine," he says. "But this better be important." 


Geddy waits until they're out of the lounge before he grabs Alex by the upper arm and steers him into the 
bathroom. He kicks the door closed and locks it. 


"Oh, you wanna do this here? I'm really not-" Alex starts, but Geddy cuts him off. 


"Okay, | do need a favor," Geddy says. "But it's fucking embarrassing.’ 


Alex drops the joke and looks at him, concerned. "What do you need, Ged?" 


‘tm having trouble hitting the chorus note, it's just not coming out right, | don't want to fuck it up, and | need 


you to.." He tries to make the request as casual as possible, given the circumstances. 


"Need me to what?" 


He lowers his voice. "| need you to slap my balls.” 


"What?" 


"Slap my balls," Geddy says, as quietly as he can while still enunciating. "When | go to hit the note." 


"What? | can't hear you.” 


| need you to slap," he says. "My balls." 


Someone knocks at the bathroom door. "Geddy? Are you in there? We need to get back in the booth." 


"Just a little louder," Alex says, face twitching. 


"Will you fucking do it or not?" 


"Dirk," Alex says. "You know | will do literally anything for you. And | would love nothing more on God's green 


earth than to sit in that booth with you and slap your fucking balls." 


"Thank you," Geddy says, breathing a sigh of relief. "| owe you one." 


"The pleasure is entirely mine," Alex says. He unlocks the bathroom door and winks. 


Rupert is wearing a look of confusion as the two of them leave the bathroom which Geddy studiously ignores. 


"Well, are you ready to get back to it?" 


"Yes, I'm ready. Alex is coming in with me for moral support," Geddy says. 


"In the booth? For moral support?" 


"Hey now," Alex says. "He's the talent, the talent gets what the talent wants." 


‘lm just thinking, you know, that's not typically very good for isolating sound," Rupert says. 


Geddy pushes open the door to the booth. "He'll be quiet. You can make it work, right?" 


Rupert looks at Stephen through the window, who shrugs. "Well, okay," he says. "If you insist.” 


Geddy maneuvers his microphone and slips the cans on his head. In front of him Alex crouches down, 
stretching out his hamstrings and bouncing a few times. "What are you doing?" asks Geddy, kicking Alex's foot. 


‘lm getting in position," Alex says. "Gotta be able to see the goods. Time it right. Is there an extra pair of 
headphones? l'm going to need them." 


lm regretting this already," Geddy says with a sigh. 


Stephen's voice crackles through his headphones. "What are you two doing in there?" 


"He's just going to help me with the, uh, chorus. Hey, can we get him a pair of cans?" 


Alex gives him a thumbs up as the door opens and Rupert tosses the headphones in. 


"Okay," Geddy says. "l'm ready." 


Stephen hits the controls and the instrumental track for Available Light starts rolling. Geddy nods along with 
the music, waiting for the chorus to start. Alex is bopping along below him, his hand at the ready. Geddy 
steels himself for the inevitable and draws in a breath. 


"Run with wind and weather, to the music of the sea," he sings, and the run is pretty good, he's about to 
reach for it when Alex reaches out and gently thwaps him on the nuts. "In the available light!" 


Not high enough. Stephen is shaking his head. "Try it again," he says, miming rewinding the tape through the 


window. 


"Too soft," Geddy says to Alex, who shrugs. The instrumental track starts rolling again. "Run with wind and 
weather, to the music of the sea," he starts up again, and this one feels really good, until Alex's hand comes 


up between his legs and oh! Oh shit. 


"What happened?" Stephen calls through the cans. 


Geddy shakes his head and bites his lips, turning away from the window so he can massage his junk in private. 
"Jesus, Lerxst," he chokes out. 


"You said too soft!" Alex has the decency to look chagrined. "Do you want me to rub them?" 


"No, I'm good," he says. "Maybe try halfway between that and the first one.” 


"You sure you want me to do it again? | dont want to injure you." 


"Yes I'm sure." They stare at each other for a moment, trying some form of mind melding communication. 
"Just don't render me sterile, maybe?" 


"ll try," Alex says, resuming his squatting position 


"You guys, uh, ready?" asks Stephen. He's staring through the glass with a very uncomfortable look on his 
face. 


"Yeah." Geddy taps back at him and offers a thumbs up. 


"Rolling," Stephen says, and the track rolls a third time. 


Its only a few seconds in when Alex ever so gently raises his hand and cups Geddy's balls, rubbing a soft 
circle through the denim. Geddy glares at him, trying to express "What the fuck are you doing?" without 
making a sound or moving any of his limbs. Alex simply smiles serenely back at him and rubs another circle. 


Geddy softens his glare, knowing Alex is probably telepathically sending him a "this okay?" back in his direction. 


The chorus is coming up. Geddy takes a deep breath and starts. "Run with wind and weather," he sings, and 
yes, yes, yes, this is the take, he can feel it. "I want to look at life," he sings, and Alex tightens his grip on 
Geddy's balls just enough for- "In the available light!" 


The track cuts and Stephen lets out a little cheer. "That's the one! If you can give me two more like that we 


can call it a day" 


"Thanks," Geddy calls back, his voice a little wobbly, and not from the singing. He looks down at Alex who's still 
cupping his balls. Alex winks. "Thank you," Geddy says. 


In response, Alex pokes his index finger right at the seam of Geddy's jeans. 


"Lafer" Geddy hisses. 


"Ready for part two?" Stephen is miming a tape again. Geddy nods. 


Alex keeps up with the rubbing all through the next take, slowly gathering a little speed, working his way into a 
steady rhythm. Geddy braces himself on the wall of the booth for support as Alex leans in closer to his 
crotch. The track starts rolling again where it left off and Alex is breathing onto his zipper. Geddy seriously 
hopes Stephen and Rupert can't see this from where they're sitting. 


The second bridge ends and Geddy starts singing. This time as he runs into the note, Alex looks him right in 
the eye and rolls his palm forward as he squeezes. "In the available light," Geddy sings, and it's perfect, and he 
is fully erect. 


"Incredible," Stephen says. "Whatever Alex is doing in there, tell him to keep it up. One more" 


"Hear that?" mouths Alex, pushing his finger towards Geddy's hole again. Geddy can't even look at him anymore. 
He feels his zipper being pulled down, his button popping open He pulls the hem of his hoodie down lower, trying 
desperately to remember what the angle of view is from the sound board. Neither of them seem to have 


noticed yet. Alex is teasing the waistband of Geddy's jeans down around his erection. 


"Ready to go?" Stephen asks. 


"Yeah," Geddy says, his voice ragged. He has no idea how he's going to be able to do this. The tape rolls. This 
one's lyrics are different, and they have to get through the space for Alex's solo first. He steadies the lyric 
sheet in front of him, below the mic, trying to position it so he can read it and so it also shields the top of 
Alex's head from view. Alex is on his knees in front of him, one hand working its way up the hem of Geddy's 


boxers, the other still firmly holding onto Geddy's balls. 


The solo is good-Geddy hadn't realized it was already on the mix. Alex seems to think the solo's pretty good 
too, as he opens his mouth and licks Geddy all the way up his shaft. Oh, fuck. He's not going to make it 
through the entire recording. Alex drums his fingers on Geddy's balls like they're fretting his guitar. 


And shit, it's bridge time. He counts himself off. "All four winds together," he sings. "Chase the light around the 
world, | want to look at life-" Alex wraps his mouth around his cock and Geddy belts it out. "In the available 
light!" 


"Got it! You rock, Geddy! Really spanked the top of your range, there," Rupert calls through the headphones. Do 


you want to do the backing vocals now or call it a night?" 


Geddy is panting as Alex swirls his tongue around. "I need a night," he says, sounding very much like a dying 


moose. "And do you mind giving us a little time in the booth, uh, to work something out?" 


Rupert nods through the window at him, double thumbs-up. "Really good work here, he says before he cuts 
off the channel and turns the boards off. He and Stephen make their way out of the room, ignoring whatever's 


going on in the vocal booth. 


Alex pulls his mouth off, leaving Geddy gasping. "You wanna lock the door?" 


"If you make it quick we can move somewhere more comfortable for round two," Geddy says between deep 


breaths. He grabs a fist full of Alex's hair to brace himself. 


"Whatever you say," Alex says, and he takes Geddy back into his mouth. It doesn't take too long with Geddy's 
hand on the back of Alex's head, and Alex is shoving Geddy's hips back into the wall with each thrust. He still 
has a hand on Geddy's balls and is massaging them rhythmically. The note Geddy hits as he comes truly 
spanks the top of his vocal range and he's so, so glad they're in the soundproof booth for this. 


Alex swallows and leans back, sitting on his heels. A silly grin works its way across his face. "Should have 
gotten that on tape, we could sample it." 


"Thanks," Geddy says, letting himself slide down the wall until he's level with Alex. "| really do owe you one." 


"You wanna owe me one back at the cabin?" Alex reaches over and uses his sleeve to clean Geddy up a bit. 


"Nasty," Geddy says fondly. 


"You're fucking nasty," Alex replies. "Oh, come in the booth with me and slap my balls so | can sing higher: You 
could've just said you want to fuck while recording. You know I'd say yes." 


"Hey, it worked,” Geddy says with a shrug. "Are we going to the cabin or not?" 


"Put your pants back on and we'll see. It's a long journey. Don't know how long | can wait," Alex says. 


